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THE MATCH OF THE SEASON. 


"It was a grand idea of Poor Papa's to challenge the Australians to try conclusions with his famous eleven, and for a long time the firture has heen 
looked forward to with the greatest interest by the cricketing world. Dad tells me he was the finest bat of his college, and if he'd only devoted more time to the 
game I've no doubt he pee? | have proved a second Grace. “Unfortunately for the huge concourse that assembled to witness the match, Papa had no opportunity of 
echibiting his form, as the Cornstalks, going in first, never lost a man. His wicket-keeping, however, was acknowledged on all sides to be simply immense.’ —TootsiE. 


AFTER THE RACES, gl id le NOTTINGHAM LAMBS. 


—— 


AT the execution of William Saville at Nottingham on 
the 7th of August, 1844, a dreadful scene took place. 

He was hanged for the murder of his wife aud three 
children, and fetore his death made a statement to this 
effect: He said he was compelled to marry his wife—with 
whom he had previously lived—by her relations, who 
threatened to kill him if he did not do so. They put up 
the banne in church without his knowledge. and when the 
day arrived made him intoxicated and took him to the 
church, where he was married without his knowing what he 
was about. 

They lived very unhappily, and one day, in Colwick 
Wood, the woman and children were found murdered—a 
clumsy attempt having been made to tix the crime on the 
wife by placing the blood-stained knife in her hand, He, 
however, was found guilty. and in the end confessed. 

A great gang of roughe of the worst description assembled 
before the drop and behaved in a most outrageous fashion, 
but there were in the immense crowd many well-dressed 
men, and women and girls. 

These were brutally treated and the ciotnes torn trom 
their backs. and the crowd was so dense they could not 
escape. When the pinioned culprit was brought out a 
ae heey yell aie be aoa mren ihe drop et it ue the 
“Yes: on i ha lot of mone: “JI don't ‘old with ‘er and ‘er airs, or ‘er washin’ day once signal for an ugly rush by the thieves, who violently 

I die “oes ilps cl eg ing iY rach eacibie!” 4! a week.” assaulted and robbed the more respectable people. Such 


a 


1&6 


vile sweepings of slums never seemed to congregate together 
except at the debasing spectacles afforded by these public execu. 
tions, whieh were erroneously supposed to be an example calculated 
to do good, 

The vile mob forced their way along, and the swaying and 
crushing is described as resembling the surging of mighty waves, 
The werk. of course, sutfered. Women, girls, and boys in great 
numbers were thrown down and trampled ou brutally, and their 
shrieks and groans were heartrendiug. 

When the horrible scene was at an end, twelve corpses were 
brought oat from the crowd su crushed as to be scarcely recog. 
nisuable. Among them were a woman of thirty-three and two 
young women of nineteen, girls of thirteen and fourteen, and a 
little bow of nine. Ju addition to the dead there were twenty-one 
with broken limbs and dangerously wounded, some of whom did 
hot survive, The verdict was * Accidental death,” and the roughs 
escaped punishment, 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDKY. THE BLUOODLEss Boy, 


CHAPTER T.—(Continued,) 


A NIGHT of torture, Pitchy darkness. _Deathlike silence. 

Silence alune broken by the fect of the dancers on the deck 
above, the stentorian tones of the Boss of the Burlesque Co, 
velling © Down amoung the Dead Men,” while the Captain gives us 
“Rule Britannia” in a voice of thunder, and the tirst mate and 
black cook oblige with “Cheer, Buys, Cheer.” and two of the band 
bray on the trombone and bassoon, clash the cymbals aud bang 
the big drum till they burst it. 

Apart from this a deathlike silence prevails. 

As the music ceases the rats aud cockroaches begin to be a bit 
frisky. Billiam says it’s best not to go to sleep for fear the rats 
should gnaw off your toe-nails. He alsuv adds that a boy he read 
of in a book had his evelids destroyed by cockroaches, and another 
had a hole eaten in him you could put your boot through, but still 
lingered in excruciating agony to tell the tale, 

Altogether we have spent pleasanter nights. 

Owing to the constant efierts necessary to keep the enemy at 
bay I am obliged tp lunge out furiously with the left leg, and I've 
Yanded Billiam two awful oners. 

* » 


e * * * 
I've let him have a third and he has attacked me with fury. 
Kilkenny cats ain't in it with us, 

* * * 7 * * 
With the first streak of dawn the bors are heard grating in their 


sock and the hoarse vuice of the Burlesque Co, Boss is heard 
growling : rare ee 
oe Hays you got them wecvil biscuits ready for the condemned 
ve 
“* Aye, aye, your honour,” 
“Then prepare a couple of red-hot skewers.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
Lae cocee ots wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclore a stamped cnrelope large enough to containthe 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Much too carly, F. 8. PoTTER: All in proper time, of course, 
Thanks for liter, A POLICEMAN 3 You're a credit to the farce, 
Havent got the space, PNEUUATIC; Very wonderful, we know, 
Tn a week or two, EXQUIRER, AML the family will go, Sorry, 
TIBS, we cannot use them: Prithee, though, accept our thanks, 
ALLY was in duzcns, SWEEPSTAKES, But, alus / drew only blanks, 

es 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 633.—The “ Racing Cycling” Costume. 


(Saturday, June 13, 1826, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Overheard on board a “pleasure” (2) steamer during ¢ 


Trip to Yargate, 

Chief Steward (to subordinate). Now, don't forget. Sel! j:. 
dinner tickets as soon as bey can, before we leave the rive... 
possible, but tell the cook that we shan't dish up until we are \, l 
out at sea and begin to feel the swell. : 


Mra. Punteigh, This paper says that in less than a quarter of 
hour after the uccident there were no less than forty doctors on; ¢,. 
scene. 

Mr. Punleigh, Really, though ; quite a surgeon crowd, you wiz; 
call it, eh? Sine 
[And once more the pour woran had to rake up a smi',, 


“On! tell me why the birdlet ‘sings,” asked the poetical gents. 
man, who hadn't had_his hair cut since Christmas. And 1). 
brutal, matter-of-fact editor responded, “ Because the little bh: 


can't talk, oe 


“TiKa lassie has a laddie"— 
So runs the Scottish ditty : 
But you'll quickly say (if you seek the gay 
Savoy, in London oltre 
And hear the noise of the gallery boys 
As they cheer Von Palmmay stoutly) 
That the ILKA lassie has scores of laddics 
Who worship her devoutly ! 


* 
Overheard at the top of the Monument, 

Lady from the Country. Oh,lor! (Puff, puff!) We're un a 
last! (Puff, puff!) And there. now. we ain't cot no glass. (1"1:,, 
puff!) They told me as how we should find one up here. 

Gentleman from the Country. That ain’t no matter, Mariah, wo 
can drink out of the bottle, canner, wel 


& 
She (awfully exclusive), Can't we have a game at something to 
pass away the afternoon, don't you know? 
He (an ordinary—cery—wan)., Oh! yes, of course. What would 
you like to play at?) Lawn tennis? 
She, Oh! no. Everybody plays that now. 
He, Well—er—er—what do you say to croquet? 
She. Oh! horrible. Nobody ever plays that now. 
s 


ALLY SLOPER, as our readers are no doubt fully aware, is quite 
unacquainted with card-playing or any other games of chaw«, 
but he offers this goak on the faith of his friend, Iky No. 
who tells him that there is really something in it. “When 1). 
Knave of Clubs dropped the Tray of Diamonds the Queen of Heari- 
thought that it was the last trump, and allowed the Deuce «: 
Spades to take her.” #8 


Chippers. What do you consider the greatest obstacle again-t 
Miss Mugginson’s success upon the boards ? . 

Chappa. Stage fright. 

Chippers. Well, yes, 1 know she is, but the poor thing can't h:!p 
her looks. ** 


a They tell me old Pipson’s party was quite a swags; 
affair. 

Waggs. Stagger affair. you mean ; there wasn't a sober man in 
the roum at the end of supper. *\* 


A STUDENT asked : “By whom, and why, 
Was the Tower of Babel builded?” 

© By milliners, sir,” 1 made reply, 
“Who yearn for greater skill did!” 

“ What kind of skill—pray tell me right— 
Could they acquire by that?” 

“The knack of reaching a proper height 
When they built a Theatre at!” 


. 
fad Sharpshins. What are the trial trips of men-of-war for. 


Lt ie 
‘Old Sharpshins, To try and catch the builders of the ship «r 
eugines tripping. "* 


Master (taking history class). Well. that’s right so far. Mar. 


38 Months, 1s. &d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. Elizabeth ; and who came after Elizabeth, Jennings? 


Lecturer, Shameful, my 


In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, friends, shameful! Just Bright Pupil. Oh, « whole lot of fellows, sir, but’ she wouldnt 
“Tie SLOPERiEs,” 99 SuOk LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpos, E.C, jane —in a Christian have nothing to say to none of ‘em. 
ay pair get ata Bob. 1 hear McGooseley nearl. ot nailed by the public comi: 
- Car, ore | , paren Te . . teent! ntury—a& man 00, eley arly g ic voy 
BR be Kasia Ue GONE Baek Pee 7 Dicreea emir a eps ioaten: selling his wile fora pint A POLISHED G.NTLEMAN. home from the opening of that new pub. ; : : 
= peaae of beer! Snook. Well, it would have been an appropriate wind up, my bee. 
PARIS. Voice from the back. “Give em an extra touch, my boy, he was already thoroughly ocrewed. 
On sale at all Kiosaues and Lookscllers’, at 20 centimes, or by Ah! an’ I'll bet that pint 98 I'm going to meet one of my beet 
speeial arrangement at our o’ beer tasted like cham- —ahem !—gals.” —— 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Ruc DE La BANQUE. pagne ! HOW TO WRITE POETRY. 
ae Poetry is the easiest thing in the world to write, if you know 


how to write it. And if you do not know, you can easily learn. 
What you have to get first of all is a few rhymes. Just chow 
your rhymes to suit your subject. If you are writing of court: h.y 
and spoony things, Jot down love, glove, heart, part, mine, thir. 
fear and dear. You can get a good verse out of them. 

If you are to write something pathetic, make a note of door. 
tomb, woe, foe, sad, mad, breath and death, Figure them up, at! 
you have all that is desired. . 

If you are on the track of gaiety, be a bit frivolous. It is soea-y 
and natural. Say something about having being out all day, 
feeling very gay, having lots of drink, spending all the chink. 
putting policeman’s eyes in mourning ; you don’t care what you de, 
neither, of course do you, ep simply on the spree, happy + 
can be, and it’s about a milli i 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty eacepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death inva Latlway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Har. 
Honipay" be fonind upon the Decased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HIALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom ecery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 


r i : ing at you dont 
following Wednesday morning, on sterling to nothing that you dc 


get home till day is dawning! Then the thing is done, — Easy ' 
not the word for it. 1t's a mere slide into poetry. 

Here are three examples for the worthy amateur. Take them (© 
heart, practise a like fecundity of thought and beauty of expresso". 
and then you are a poet : 


——+-—_——— 


AN INCIDENT WITH A MORAL. 


CHAPTER 1. ON A BIRTH. 
SHE was a woman whose age might safely be pronounced “un. Miss Snipely. Y: ille Toh? . ’ Sweet little babe that's sleeping a'l alone, 
certain,” and, as she stood at the counter fingering a half-dozen Wiss oii ‘a You vl ea pectin tN lus does not In thy wee cot thy little lips you purse. 
ieces of dress goods by turn, it was evident that she was in the suit my ccaileston, : How I do wish that thou wert all mine own !— 


Provided that I were blessed with sutticient 
cash to be enabled (without detriment to 
my weekly allowance of tobacco) to put 
thee out to nurse ! 


ON A MARRIAGE. 


hroes of uncertainty conccruing sume question of becomingness, 
or what not. 

“Ts it for sourself or a young lady?” asked Boggs, the assistant, 
desiring to facilitate the sale. 

The lady's hand dropped to her side, and 28 she walked away, 
with a curt “Sorry to have troubled you!" Boggs was left to 
ruminate on the unstableness of the feminine mind, while he 
waited for anether customer, 


CHAPTER IT, 

OXCE more there was a woman of uncertain antiquity at a dress 
counter. Itwas a virtual repetition of the scene in the last chapter, 
except that this time the brisk and nattily-dressed Toggs was the 
silesnimin. 

“]s the dress for yourself or an old lady?” asked Mr, Toggs, 
with innocent urbanity, and direetly the young man might have 
been secn dexterously handling the yard measure, 


CHapter IIT, 
Our two heroes are now middle-aged. Tozgs, the tactician, is a 


have gove down to Victoria Street to one 
of the Colonial agents and straightway 
emigrated ! 


ON A DEATH. 
And art thou gone from us? It must have been ' 
An awful turn for you—that turn of Fortune's wheel! 
But, since thou hast skedaddled hence from us, I ween 
I'd give just as much cash as the law allows me 
to throw away in promiscuous charity 


artner inthe great firm in which he onee held a humble position, ty) { sa La MAH Re c.f if you would only get your mahatma to 
fie dines on turtle soup, sele au rin blanc, washed down with ih, ol ‘ precipitate to me one little message sity- 
©G. 1. Mumm’s Extra Dry,” while Boggs, ina shiny-sleeved coat THE AMERICAN DIVORCE. Ing just how you feel | : 
and shues down at heel, te a in his humble attic lodging, aud ‘Pardon me—er—vour face seems very familiar.” “Well, yes : Now, aspiring and perspiring amateurs, if you cannot write 
wonders why he has had no luck in life I fancy you were once a husband of mine, you know.” poetry after this lesson you had better continue mending roal>. 
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Saturday, June 13, 1896.] 


WHEEL-Y THOUGH! 


“a =. 
Biy Wheel (te Little Wheeler), Don't you think you're going to 
ride over me; l'macut above you. 
—— <= 


TOOTSIE AND THE NEW BARMAID. 


—— 


Some very nice, good, proper minded simpletons have recently 
set forth on a crusade against barmaids. 

There were to be no more barmaids. The light-hearted, shirt- 
sleeved, coat-tailless pot-boy was to take her plnce. There was to 
be an end to the philandering of elderly admirers and the more 
obtrusive demonstrations of the youthful hanger-on. 

The pot-boy, particularly from the back, might be less pic- 
turesque, but he throws more strength into his * 1 at the engine 

andle and serves 
the customer with 
more froth. Bertie 
and Alf. had less 
provocation to lin- 
ger so long by 
the road and got 
home earlier to tea 
with their sisters 


or wives. 

Tt was settled by 
those who knew 
nothing about it, 
that all barmaids 
drank too much 
and heard lan. 

unge best un- 

eard, 

All this is non- 
sense, The new 
barmaid and re- 
freshment young 
Indy has done 
much to clevate 
and refine the 
public house, 
‘4 which even now, 
/ however, is miles 
behind the pro- 
vincial tavern of 
the best class, 
Anyhow, the 
goody-goody 
geesers have been 
routed and the 
barmaid — trium- 
phantly holds her own, And a real 1 job, too! 

A barmaid who has taken a deal of knocking out is the New 
Barmaid, introduced by Frederick Bowser, W. E. Sprange and 
John Crook at the Avenue, Inst February. Many unkind things 
have been said about her, and several changes made in the cast, 
but she is now changing her home to the Opera Comique with every 
sign of vitality, and looking likely to still have a good run. 

With the valuable aid of Miss Lottie Collins, Miss Jennie Rogers, 

Miss Maggie Hunt and Miss Maria Saker, to say nothing of KE. J. 
Lonnen, Brockbank, McEwan, Wilford and Dagnall, and ever so 
many others, pretty and clever and nimble of foot, she is going 
strong. 
_The New Barmaid is a capital after-dinner piece. There is 
little or no plot, and if you come in a little late, as I suppose you 
are sure to do, you will only worry your neighbours, who don't 
count, and lose little of the story yourself. There are some capital 
songs to catchy tunes that are loudly applauded ; and generally, 
the entertainment is enjoys so mind you go and enjoy it. 

It may be added that, though the story is slight, it has a 
thoroughly moral ending. All the naughty pene get, as in real 
life, what for, and virtue is, as in real life again—REWARDED. 

It is pleasant to think that our English dramatists bear this well 
in mind, unlike those frivolous French fellows who sometimes 


Ethel Jay: Miss LOTTIE COLLINS, 


Captain Lovebury: 
MR. HARRISON BROCKBANK, 


Dora: 
Miss LILLIAN MENELLY. 


would suffuse the checks of a pure English bred brass kettle with 
hot blushes, For one thing, they have not ever under their eyes 
cur English life and law reports, and the unspotted lives of our 
English actors and actresses. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from ail parts ey the Wortd. 


SLOPER'S PlLhLS 


PRICE 934 PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY Fac Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


Sa St. James’ Place, Liverpool, 
May 19th, 1896. 
GENTLEMEN —Just a line to let you know that 
Thare never found any other pills or medicine cure a 
cold sv quickly as your wonderful Bloper’s Pills. 
Faithfully yours, 
WILL GOLDSTON. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
91d. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of 8 LADIES 


safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 
TO gularities and obelpuctiona, a analy which LADIES 
TO under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 
TO the most difficult and LADIES 
TO OBSTINATE CASES 
TO NEVER FA : Ris, AFFORD LADIES 
TO GENERALLY. IN A FEW Hours. LADIES 
TO 

No case hoyeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES 
ped as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 

writes: LA 
TO “by adopting your treatment my anxiety oH 
TO re pa was Leg Mbbad a br ri ges) LADIES 

although for over three months I ha pn 
TO daily taking pills and other things in vain. LADI 
TO Half the quantity you sent proved etlective, LADIES 
TO tomy intense joy and surprise.” LADIES 
TO A sworn peer era is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
TO monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 

as one bottle at 4s. Gd. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- LADIES 
TO ually sufticient for any case. LADIES 
TO Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on neceivs cee sarees envelope. LADIES 
TO ms A 8 ALLEN, LADIES 
TO 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
TO LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalled. The mos effectual on carth. Nothing can resist them. 


O4d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped addressed envelope. 


JOINING THE BAND. 

A MORE wild, rugged, or romantic scene it would have been hard 
to imagine. The cave was hewn out of the side of the rock itself, 
the only light that entered it coming from the blue sky that 
canopied the valley of Velletri, three hundred feet below. To the 
right, in the far distance, trickled the famous Tiber, whilst on the 
left a grand view of Mount Vesuvius could be had an Thursdays, 
Bank Holidays, and benefit nights. It was indeed weird. 

The majestic robber chief stood in the middle of the cavern, 
gazing amusedly at the somewhat greasy looking man, dressed in 
sun-faded black, who had been conducted to the cave by two of 
the most d rate nembers of the band. The fellow was evidently 
much cowed at finding himself in the presence of the terrible 
bandit, who stood there playfully toying with the gory left ear of 
an imprisoned millionaire, whose friends had not seut his ransom 
totime. At length the king of the robbers spoke. 

“It's all very well you wishing to become one of our noble 
band,” he said, “for, after all, there is no more glorious or gentle- 
manly calling. We only take from the rich (whose presence in 
these mountains, with pockets full of gold, doesn't say a great deal 
for their wisdom !), and occasionally we give (what's left over from 
the joint on Sunday) to the poor. But, to one of us, a man 
must possess daring, brazen impudence, no heart or conscience 
whatever, go in fear of no law or order, and rob, plunder and steal 
on the slightest opportunity. What training have you had?” 

“1 kept a fashionable West-End restaurant in London——" 

A roar of delight went up from the throats of that lawless crew, 
and for fifteen minutes, during which there was swearing, cursing, 
and a furious revolt against the authority of their head man, 
confusion reigned supreme. At the end of that time the robbers 
wers busily stripping their leader and apparelling the new man in 
his robes of office. : 

“It's all right,” said the deposed captain of the brigands, shaking 
the man in sun-faded black by the hand, “you are a much fitter 
person to rule this crusade than I. I can't hold a candle to you!” 

And amidst three ringing cheers the new chief took the chair. 


LOOKING AHEAD. 

BEHIND the diminutive hedge of a tield that overlooked the 
grounds of the dear old Crystal Palace stood an old bay carthorse 
and a lusty roan cob. The afternoon was warm, and the flies 
seemed as hungry as if they hadn't had a satisfactory meal for 
several months, so that the caudal appendages of the two steeds 
were busily lashing their quarters. 

* Bobby,” at length said the old bay to his juvenile companion, 
“happy as we ought to be with all these gilt-edged, so to speak 
surroundings—plenty of the best grass in the district, and a natural 
chalybeate spring at the bottom of the meadow—I can't help feel- 
ing uneasy when | ponder on the probabilities of the future—par- 
ticularly your future, for my days are not many more.” 

* What ails ye?” asked the cob, with the unconcern of youth, 

“ Just look at that crowd and them vehicles over there,” replied 
the bay, nodding in the direction of the Palace grounds. “Those 
things you see are the new horseless carriages. They'll take a 
whole family from Loudon to Brighton on three ha’porth of 

rattin oil. What do you suppose is going to become of us 

orses ? 

* Don't know—don't care!” sneered the cob; “I'm quite sure 
ee can't do it on paraftin !” 

“That's just the point, you blockhead!" growled the horse, 
and that's what's going to knock us out completely. J hope to die 
a natural death before the motormania gets much stronger ; but 
you—there, I never can set eyes on a beef-tea extract advertise- 
mens without thinking of you!” And he burst into a tlood 
of tears, 


MORE DEGENERATION. 


a) | 


“Where are you going to, my pretty a7?" “© To get some 
cow-)uice in this ‘ere can,” 
a 
! 

“How your little heart throbs.” my darling, he cried, as he 
strained the lovely creature to his shirt front, “tell me, ownest of 
own’'s, does it beat thus gladsomely at the sight of me?” 

“That isnt my heart, George,” replied the blushing girl, as she 
disentangled herself from his embrace, “it's only the ticking of the 
new American three horse-power chronometer you gave me for a 
birthday present.” 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 
No. 6.—HERE'S TO THE Girts! 


(Throughont the sege of Bulawayo, the women, married and single, have 
belped the meu in every possible way to make lite Learable."—Laily Ma (. 
1. 


ALL underneath the silvery moon, 
The martial host in lager lay 
On Sabbath eve, and prized the boon 
Of respite from the fervid fray 
As only wonder-working warriors may ! 


By dynamite and wire stockade 
Secured against the rebel throng, 
They bade the fieree Bellona shade 
Her eves ; and, while the bandsmen played, 
There came from vigorous lungs aud strong, 
» i i . = ret ars ' 
Praising the fair, a warm thanksgiving song! 


It 
“Our wives and our maidens paled not 
When the death-god shrieked anear ; 
Quivered not, quaked not, quailed not 
With the frenzy of feminine fear. 
The dread that must necds oppress them 
Was locked by each in her breast : 
So here's to the girls—God bless them | 
The girls who have done their best 
Our leisureless lot to brighten, 
With hearts that were leal aud liege 
Our hardships and cares to lighten 
In the days of the dreary siege! 


“ When (the season of warfare ended) 
We on Memory’s back-tracks glide, 
And enlarge on achievements splendid, 

To hearers who hear with pride— 
Oh, let us not fail to impress thein 
With the courage, above the rest, 
Of our tremorless girls—God bless them !=— 
The dear ones who did their best 
That strong for the wild war-waging 
Our arms and our hearts might prove, 
When the rebels around were raging, 
And the death-angel shrieked above !’ 


WHAT WORKED THE MISCHIEF ? 

“Sxtacers looks frightfully ill, never saw such an awful wreck. 
poor begyar.” 

“Yes, he's had a bad cold for the last week, and——” 

“But you don’t mean to say it’s pulled him down like that?” 

“Well, not exactly, but he was fool enough to adopt all the dif- 
ferent remedies his friends told him. 1 wouder he's lived 
through it.” 


——_+—__— 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No, 16, 


EDMUND COCKALEEKIE 


SLOPER. 
Bory, 1381, SurcipED IN QuoD, HI. 
From the painting by Luke Fildes, RA. at Lambeth Palace, 
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TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


r] 

©.° Miss Sloper will be delighted to reecive 

photographs Jrom those of her friends whee 
portraits have not yet beon inserted. 


(1) Joe Chamberlain is furious. President Kruger has been to 
England—to Mildew Court !—(z) Mrs. Sloper was arrayed on the 
occasion as the Eminent's Old Dutch, a character to which her figure 
gracefully lends itself ; the twins carried Dutch dolls ; Dutch cheese 
was supplied on a lavish scale ; holiands for once filled A. SLOPER'S 
own particular bottle, from which he, from time to time, took Dutch 
drops to give him Dutch courage and put him on his Dutch metal, for 
he felt the interview was of momentous importance, and hoped that 
ita disclosure to the House of Commons would procure him a seat in 
the Cabinet. He wore a Dutch tile—(3) President Kruger arrived 
punctually to the time fixed. A.SLOPER was at once taken with hia 
rough, open-handed heartiness. The result of the interview will be 
found in the newspaper Parliamentary reports. Mr. LABOUCHERE 
begged to ask the Colonial Secretary if it was a fact that President 
Kruger had visited privately the Hon, Memberifor Shoe Lane.—MR. 
CHAMBERLAIN ‘il have received no information on the subject.—MR. 
Stoper: Mr. 8 er, I will at once enlighten the senior Member for 


No. 447.—Miss Cora VERNEY. 


“ Her image fair dwells ever in my heart.” 
—The Dook Snook, 


“ No art could paint ; no pen depict her Ge poe gr’ > Northampton. ident Kruger has honoured me with a visit, and I 
were See = rared to give the House a report of the interview. (Cheers.) 
“ With Cora’s love, a lifelong bliss were mine.” —Mr. CHAMBERLAIN (whovappeared much disturbed). | would ask 
—The Hon, Billy. Mr. SLOPER to state to the House what questions he put to President 
CAUGHT ! 
> =a THE ELDER WAYLAID. 


~—= : 
“ Demme !—and just as they were on the feed, too 1" 
A GREAT EXCUSE. 


“Didn't you catch it for being so late home, (1) As the Elder was coming up by the sheep path the Laird and McSwine laid wait 
for him.—(2) Aud the Elder said, “Got you that time, duckies.”"——(3) And the Laird 
said, * Whaaml? Are you the Laird or am I McSwine, or is the tither which?” 


Pertie!” “Oh! no; I told mamma that I'd been 
fixed up on the Great Wheel.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. 


[Saturday, June 13, 1896, 
SLOPER.—PRESIDENT KRUGER. 


Kruger.—MR. SLOPER (after considering). Well, sir, now you ark 
me, und | come to think of it, with the exception of asking him what 
was his particular gargle, the questions were all on his side. (Derisi:- 
laughter from the Irish section.)}—MR, CHAMBERLAIN (aghast): Did 
he ask you, sir, what were our chief coast defences, an Sid you tell 
him /—Mr. SLOPER : Certainly—Tilbury Fort and the fort at Margate. 
—THE Hon. EDWARD STANHOPE: Perhaps the Hon. Member for 
Shoe Lane was also fool enough to divulge where we stored our aris 
ammunition.—MR. SLOPER: | did—the magazine in Hyde Park, 
aioe on the Ministerial side of the House).—MRk. SLOPER: 

r. Speaker, I appeal to you. 1 simply gave the President the iutur. 
mation to let him understand our strength.—_Mr. CHAMBERLAIN: 
Mr. epee, I rise to demand that Alexander Sloper, Hon. Member 
for Shoe Lane, be immediately conducted to the Tower.—Dk. 


TANNER: Although against my principles, I second that. He inter. 
viewed me once.——(4) By order of the Speaker MR. SLOPER was at 
once conducted by a stalwart Beefeater a State prisoner to the Tower, 
where he is now being shown at 2d.a head extra. Mrs. Sloper has 
started to Windsor to intercede with Her Majesty on behalf of tie ill- 
fated prisoner.—(5) The executioner has 
axe. 


— n seen sharpening his 
ow will it allend? ‘Things look, undoubtedly, serious. 


PALMISTRY. 


Frank, The line of fate ends on the mount of 
Saturn, which indicates that—er—— 
Belle. Ob! you do tickle! 


GOOD GIRLI 


ih 
er Ssemny io. 
po ae 


ny, 


SS = 
Dot Rigglesby, one of the * Friv.” girls. trys 
the latest thing in bathing costumes. She #)* 
she always was fond of the buoys. 
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Saturday, June 13, 1806.) 


he . Cyclist . Comparors 
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ar an Py o) 
@ ue elavuny- 
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A. co losSa) . Cyelorewe 


In walking exercise 'tis found, The Cockney covers lots of ground :—Another field of labour's here For women open, that is clear :—It is a wonder how he can Put 
up with such a wife, poor man :—The blight and drought has, I’m afraid, The deuce with all the roses played :—The G.O.M. appears to find In letter-writing, peace 


of mind: — They're shipped in thousands ev'ry year: 


“My DEAREST FLORRIE,—How awfully tired 
this weather makes one feel; 1 sup t's the 
sudden heat? Jack suggests that If should go 
ubout in his pyjamas ; but there, you know what 
Jack is! Thine for ever,—LORNA.” 


HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. 
No. 7.—" Knot for Joseph.” 


sandwich-man's head, and he goes for a walk, 
using the lamp-post as a walking-stick. 


As potted meat they re-a 
are fre.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


AWFUL RESULT OF GETTING TRUNK. 
WAI att 
PT aaa THO 


WA HII 
B. {plinvait ) 


(2) Mr. Snaggle chains the elephant to the 
UE aay ane makes a call, eS 
(1) The clephant sandwich.man and Mr, jugs, ue?” Matures Very Interested In Deor- 

Snaggle duing the Straud, 


(4) Bat his career is cut short by the arrival 
of six policemen and a pair of handculls, who 
kindly escort him to Bow Street, (The 
policemen, not the haudcutls.) 


(3) The four-’arf gets into the elephant 


ar: —A city wrecked; thank Heaven we From awful storms like this 


“Call yourself a singer !—well, if | had a voice 
like yours, L should think f deserved to 
strangled with my own vocal chord |” 


“T heard that von had turned professor of 


languages.” “Rather! [I've had the gout.” 


lyu 


ALLY-CAMPANE, 


== 

TUERE is activity at Margate ; there is bustleat Yarmouth ; there 
is a sound of scrubbing brushes by night and day alxo at Hastings, 
at Ramsgate, at Clacton— 
in fact at all the numerous 
popular seaside resorts, 
whose sensons, in the 
words of the penny show- 
man, are “just about to 
commence.” The lodg- 
ing-houses are putting up 
their bills, the hotels are 
putting up their prices, 
the bathing machines are 
being placed in positiun, 
und the boatmen are 
putting the finishing 
touches to their craft. 
Niggers, conjurers, acro- 
bats, reciters, every variety 
of itinerant — performers 
are wending their way to 
the sea. The railways 
ond steamboats are an- 
nouncing their “cheap fast 
trips,” the porters sre 
looking forward to their 
harvest of “tips,” and 
lastly A SLOPER is prepar- 
ing for his own seaside 
tour. July will find him 
by the briny. : 


s 
THE Zeregas, n brilliant 
tronpe of Spanish Troubadours, are one of the latest delightful 
udditions to the programme at the Empire, where their singing and 
playing is nightly greeted with thunders of approval, 


UNDER the able management ‘of Mr. Charles R. Brighten, suc- 
cessor to dear old Bill Holland, the Blackpool Winter Gardens are 
voing big guns, Amongst thousands of other good things there, 
W. G. Baxter's original Sloper Cartoon drawings may still be seen, 
Charlie Brighten knows a thing or two. Reyther! 

= 8 


ALLY is going to write 2 book shortly on The Strect Doors of 
Eminent West-Bud Phyxicians, There is more in these doors 
than the ordinary observer would think, You see, doctors can't 
advertise in the usual way like vars’ Seap. The light and frisky 
blue, the soothing yellow, the verdant green, and the dirty-cata- 
comby door, will ‘all be dealt with in turn by the Eminent 
Litterateur, ** 

s 


Rivacattractions notwithstanding, The Gay Parisienne is filling 
the Duke of York's Theatre to overflowing, uightly. It was a 
bright, merry, tuneful 
piece at its first pro- 
duction ; it is ten times 
better now, Works of 
this sort admit of any 
number of alterations, 
additions, and im- 
provements, and in the 
present case few op- 
portunities have been 
neglected, Miss Ada 
Reeve's  impersona- 
tion of the sprightly, 
flighty, kiss bestowing 
adventuress, Julie 
Lon-bon, gains daily 
in piquancy, and Miss 
Louie Freear, whose 
Ruth brought her at 
one bound to the top 
of the tree, continues 
to improve upon this 
side-splitting and won- 
derful creation. Mr. 
Denny, as Major of the 
Battersea: Butterfly 
Shooters, and Mr. 
Wheeler asthe French 
spy also contribute 
largely to the uproarious fun of this right down spanking show, 


+ 
ONE of the twins, Boulanger Shakebacon, is getting so thunder- 
ing spotty that it ot Nine possible he may very shortly be let out on 
hire sa sort of Dalmatian dog to run behind carriages. Applica- 
tions from suburban doctors should be addressed to 7'he Sloperics. 


= 
THE “ Sloper Warrant” has just been bestowed upon Mr. Henry 
Johnson, a Sanitary Inspector for the City of London, that gentle- 
man thereby being appointed Jnapector in Ordinary of A. 
SLoper'’s Drains. Since Mr. Johnson's welcome visits to “The 
sloperies,” we are pleased to admit that the air in those palatial 
premises has become far more exhilarating. We therefore love 

our Heury Johnson, e* 
= 


THE sliding roof at the Pavilion is possibly a very big item of 
attraction this hot weather, but there are many others in the “Tre- 
mendous Programme,” a3 
Mr. Swanborough rightly 
describes the bill. Bessie 
Bellwood is there, fresh 
from her American tri- 
umphs, so are Dan_ Leno, 
Alee Hurley, George Robey, 
Herbert Campbell, Alice 
Maydew, and a whole host 
of others, including the 
charining lady our artist 
has sketched for us this 
week, the clever and popu- 
lar Miss Maggie Duggan. 
Weigh in there, weigh in! 


8 
2 


THE O‘er-Moss-Grown 
has this dav conferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
Harry HEWITT GRIFFIN, 
because he's a perfect all- 
round Handicapper. 
“Feyther,” sneez the 
Blue-Eyed Alec, “I’m 
thundering glad you've 
suv it to 'Arry, — ‘e's a 
clinkin’ fine ‘andicapper, 
and no error! I’ve often 
thought, while ponderin’ 
over schemes for the future, 
what a grand thing it ‘ud 
be to get up some Sloper 
Sports. The gale money would tot up very ‘andsome, and there’s 
no doubt you'd get a lot of booze stood yer. My idea would 
be to get ‘Arry to act as judge and ‘andicapper, which would 
be a kind er guarantee to the public that there'd be none of 
sour ‘anky-panky tricks in the—” But this was more than the 
Old 'Un could sit and listen to patiently, so pouring a little sweet 
oil on the palm of his right hand, more in sorrow than in anger, 
he slowly proceeded to business. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
SOFA—AND YET SO NEAR. 


“ And when we are married, Edwin, will you love me as much aa 
you do now?” “ Look at me, Angelina, look at me for my answer.” 
[And she looked at him, 


—— 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH M1FFINS (“ GENERAL”). 
CHAPPTUR SEVUNTEAN. 


THE prospeck of parsin a hole nite aloan in the house bi miself 
fild me with apryenshun, and a sikenin purcentymint of komin 
evul krept intu mi hart as i wotched the trap dryve awai. I kool 
not ‘elp pickcherin orl the orrerbul traggerdy’s i had herd of—fare 
yung gurls massykerd in loanli countri laices, and deads of blud 
and kryme dun bi roothlies ruffyuns in the ded of nite. 

Mi goar ran kold as i thort of it, and isy shivvurs began tu kreap 
down mi bak. Unpurtecktid and unarmd i shud bea no matsh foar 
mi assalyunts, and probberly bea slane without mersy befoar 1 
kood pleed foar pitty in orl the flour of mi yuth, and wen the 
marster and missus kame bak thay wood beehold in plaice of the 
brite and healthful madun tha had left beehind, the hiddyus and 
revoltin specktikul of a bleedin and mutylaited korps. 2 

The tuchin lines of the poit okurd tu me at the momunt with 
starterlin forse : 


“Thair in the twilite kold and gray 
Lyfiliss, butt butyful, she lay.” 


1 orlmost skreekid with terrer at the bare thort of theese horrers, 
but ina fu minnits the kurrage of the Miftinsis had kum to m 
ade, and i wunce moar resumed mi wontid karm. 

Tellin the yung boi that kleens the butes, ancitra, tu keap ‘is i 
on the house wile i wos awa, i maid mi wai _intu the villidge and 
nocked at the doar of the womun wot did the charein to find out 
if she kood kum and oer with me. Wot wos mi dissapointmint 
and konstirnashun tu diskuver that she had gorn tu Lundun bi a 


cheep eckskurshun, and wood not be bak til the da arftur ter- 


morrer. 

I wendid mi wai bak tu the ‘ouse ful of desperit reesolve. Thair 
was onli wun thing tu be dun under the cirkumstancis, and that 
wos tu be braive and parse the nite aloan. It wood nevur du tu 


arsk eny of the men on the farm tu sleap in the ‘ouse, or evun the 
vung boi; i kood not kompromize mi repputashun thus, i must 
faise the danger unadid. 

Butt ns the shades of evenin bores tu forl, and i wos at larst left 
in imgh bait & perceshun, mi ku sie komenced tu evapperait, and 
wen nite fel i wos orlreddy used tu a stait of tremmerus 
anksirety, mi hart beetin and mi eers alurt to the slitest sound. 

Kairfully i loked up evry doar, and boltin miself seekurely in mi 
siomber, haisuned into bed and kuvered mi hed over with the 

kloze, 

The orful hours sped on, and i must have dropt asleap at larst, 
wen sudunli i awoak with a start and a kold chil at mi brest. 
Tremberlin in evry lim i set up it and lisund. 

The sound of brakin glarse and the russlin of the bushis bi the 
drorin-rume winder fell distinckly on mi eer. 

Sum wun wos gettin intu the house, 


(Zo be continued next weck.) 
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KILT ENTIRELY, 


lesseaniitt 
SURO EY 
ie, 


(1) 8P.M.—McTavish tells his wife 


(2) 2aA.M.—Mra. McTavish 
tocut a bit off his kilt, as it is too long. 


cuts off two inches, 


(3) 6 A.M.—Miss McTavish also 
cuts olf two inches. 


(4) 8 AM. — McTavish 
nearly has a tit. 


(Saturday, dune 13, 1¢°6, 
CHUCKS. 


(A Romance OF THE RalIt.) 


—~— 


CHAPTER X. 

For a couple of months Smagg, the chosen of Sprotchley, 1; 
nappy man. His matrimonial speculation had been all he} fan 
for. Mrs. Smagg smiled sweetly upon him during the brief , a 
to Plunktown which a strict attention to a widely-scattered FT 
brisk circuit — 
allowed him. 
These brief visits 
were made mainly 
at month ends, and 
he carried no lug- 

age with him, 
Reece Smagg had 
wholly failed to 
hear of the fame 
which Chucks had 
achieved. Indeed, {J 
Smagg knew 
nothing of Chucks. 
The moment the 
train drew up_to @ 
the platform Mr. 
Smagg threw him- 
self and his small 
handbag out of the 
carriage, tore 
along the platform, 
and in a few 
minutes was bask- 
ing in the smiles 
of his wife, Then 
there was anall too 
brief forty - eight 
hours of domestic # 
joy, and Smaggs 
tore himself re- 
luctantly away to : 
once more apply himself to the arduous details of the soft gents 
business. But the happiness of Smagg made Smagg discontented 
Smagg argued that so much happiness in occasional brief glimps-s, 
while good in itself, might be far more satisfactory if it cane 
oftener and was more prolonged. So Smagg decided that hv 
should make an effort to have Plunktown made his headquarter; 
then he would be at home with much greater frequency, and he 
would also have the privilege of remaining longer at home while 
waiting for samples and such other incidents, 

Smagg had been a faithful servant to the wholesale house by 
which he was employed. His appa to have Plunktown 
made his central town was favourably considered. It was granted. 
Next time Smagg came home to Plunktown he brought half-a-tun 
of packing-cases with him. 

nd then he realised the existence of Chucks! 

For the moment for the vengeance of Chucks had arrived. 

When Chucks saw the heap of packages with the hated letter: 
“PAS.” emblazoned in white letters, his heart gave a wild bound, 
and then he smiled a diabolic smile. 

No thought of pity entered his heart. No qualms of chivalrou: 
tolerance to the loved one of the woman he had loved made hin 
pause to think of all that his vengeance might mean. He greedily 
seized these packages, and with deft swing he hurled them from 
the van. It rained packnges: ond they fell in every fashion- 
upside down, on their corners, on top of one another. It wisa 
sight to see! Chucks was at |. 8 bost. 

The awed crowd could not be restrained ; they cheered Chucks. 

Chucks merely smiled a scornful smile and continued to fire vit 
luggage. He was not insensible to the plaudits of his admirer. 
but he scorned to betray his feeling of gratification. Hate wis:t 
his heart—hie vengeance had come, and he was determined that 
would be entinted. 

Peter Augustus Smagg stood amazed, and swore softly, He had 
seen his baggage tossed about before. but he had never seex it 
flung about in this fashion. Two-packing cases had burst. vet! 
could not rescue them, as an avalanche of bags and bundles and 
boxes were still hurtling from the interior of that van. 

“This is terrible,” said Mr Smagg to one of the platform men, vio 
was hovering round the outskirts of the ever-increasing pile vt 


luggage. : 

Yes, he is in fine form to-night,” remarked the official. gratitied 
vy the testimony of admiration paid to the general favourite. 

“But he is ruining these packages,” snid Smagg. 

“ Yer, that’s the fun of it,” said the man sympathetically. : 

“But they are mine—mostly all mine,” said Smagg as the parce's 
continued to rain out of the van. ‘ 

“Ah, possibly that’s the tragedy of it, from your int of view. 
said the railway man; “perhaps the performance doesn't loos ~ 
fine to the folks to whom the baggage belongs, You see we duu! 
consider it from that point.” ee 

“Tl have damages—I'll sue the company,” said Smagg, furious. 

“ You're getting damages pretty liberally I think,” said the man, 
“But it is about all you will get. Ah,” he added, as a heavy 
chest sailed out from the van, and lighted with its sharpet 
corners on one of the Smagg packing-casea, “that was very neal— 
very.” 

It was the Inst item in the van. It was also the last straw on 
the patience of Smugg. He swore loud and deep. 

Chucks folded his arms, and smiled unpityingly from the vau vv 
the disturbed commercial. 

It was the Moscow of Smagg. 

(To be continued next week.) 
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BLOWN CONE. 


Chucks folded his arms, 


A FULL 


YUARAMS AG 
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Saturday, June 13, 1896.] 


SNATCHERS PALS. 


No, 15.—ROOKEM. 
Snatcher once began writing Rookem's biography ; he did not 
finish it because the subject of it happened to come in unawares 
and look over his shoulder, It is not at all likely that he ever 
will. Here it is as faras Snatcher got. “Heny won kan sea nt a 
glarnce, that Rookem weather vooed at a dystance or at close 
kuartors, is a loe bread dorg. He blongs to a kove wot dont doe 
no work for a livinge, no mor than Rookem dos. Is morster 
smoks bakka and drinks bear all day wile is misshouse gos out a 
chairinge, and wen she combs ome he bashes her, if she dont and 
overe quik the ard urnd peeces, Just the saim with Rookem, you 
nevver kan git your diner in piece if he is about, oniy in peaces, 
and blesed litleuns to. He is a dam theef and fites all the lidy 
dorgs in the naybrood, okors they is litler than im, We doe knot 
rally no wich is the biggust blackard—Rookem or is morster, 
buath beeinge ranck waisters ekqualy soe ecspeshully —.” 
(To be continued, ) 


rs cena 


CYCLOMANIA. 


“So good of you” 


murmured the hostess, “to bring your GEAR 


CANE!” Herr Gutzcatt, the eminent violinist, is puzzled, 


—+—_—— 


A DERBY NURSERY RHYME. 
SIMPLE SIMON hailed a flyman 
Drove to Epsom Downe, | 
Artful flyman stuck poor Simon 
For a dozen crowns. 
Simple Simon gave the flyman 
What looked like a fiver, 
Scooped the change and disappeared, 
Then and there the driver 
Went to back his fancy, but 
With an oath—a strong ’un— 
Bookie handed back the note, 
Swore it was a wrong ‘un. 
Simon plunked his forty bob 
On the blessed winner, 
Drew his oof, had just one drink, 
And trained it home to dinuer. 


—— 


LOVE AND LEISURE. 

TN the middle of that recently-converted oasis of grass and green 
boughs, right in the midst of the toil and labour of London, Lin- 
colu’s Inn Fields, there sat upon a seat, the other afternoon, a poor 
worn woman, She was clothed literally in rags—faded and rusty 
rags, and in a worn-out perambulator, which she had been pushing, 
were two children bearing a strong resemblance to her. - 

There is no earthly reason why we should conceal the fact—they 
were her children. The heat of the afternoon had probably made 
them cross, for presently the slightly bigger grabbed the slightly 
smaller’s left fist and bit it—bit it hard. The slightly smaller babe 
rent the air with a sharp, arpeggio howl of pain, but, being 
evidently accustomed to take its own part, avenged the bite by 
iubbing his brother sharply in the eye with the jugged edge of a 
broken tin toy soldier. It was his turn to howl then, but not for 
long, his attention being drawn to the action of his brother, who 
had discovered the fact that by grabbing the sides of the pram and 
rocking them vigorously to and fro the vehicle could be made to 
travel—in fact it was already on the move! 

“Keep still, yer dratted little fidgets!” screamed the poor 
mother, who was reading a penny novelette. 

For an instant the slightly bigger babe segarded his smaller 
brother with jealous envy. If » midget like he could make the 
conveyance go, he ought to be able to make it fairly gallop!® So 
he grabbed Ais side, and agitating his body as he had seen hia 
hrother do, got a sort of recoiling action on the machine. Quicker 
and quicker it travelled toward where a barricade of little irons, 

ike croquet-hooks, marked the ending of the gravel and the 
inning of the grass: on, on it came, rocking frum side to side, 
Crash! The wheels had tried to climb the irons, but failed, and 
the whole blessed lot had turned over. With their heads upon the 
lard coping stone. upon which they had cannoned., there stretched 
the two unhappy babes. In life they dotted each other with china 
‘nuxs and jobbed each other with the left-off toys of kids of higher 
station, but in (to all appearances) death they were not divided. 

\) policeman and a gardener picked up the little forms, apprised 
tw unhappy parent of what had happened, and a melancholy 
ssion, that grew longer and longer as it proceeded on its 
Say, started for King's College Hospital. It, had just turned the 
“ust corner that brought the institution within its gaze, when the 
on votsan most interested uttered a little cry of lorror and 
Toned away, 

it what shall T do, what shall Ido?” she cried, piteously ; 
“Tie bin an’ left my novelette. ‘The Wondrous Power of Love ; 
ue eee Sacrifice,’ on the seat, and I ‘adn’t read the last 
dapter ! 1? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


a 
6a St. JAMES’ PLace, Liverroot, 
May 2th, 1896. 

Dear ALLY—Many thanks for the handsome “ Award of 
Merit ” sou sent me, which arrived quite safe this morning. The 
more [ look at it the more I like it. 1 will send you one of my 
new photos very shortly. Wishing your glorious paper everlasting 
success.—Very faithfully yours, 

WILL GoOLDstTosy, F.O.S, 


——$ree 


HE WAS SATISFIED. 

Mr, PUFFLEIGH WILKINSON, the astute and brilliant manager 
of the most successful metropolitan theatre devoted to the lighter 
forms of musical drama, felt decidedly pleased with himself. This 
was not an uncommon thing with him, by the way, it was a habit 
he had; but on this particular occasion the circumstances did 
actually warrant his superabundance of good humour, Had he not 
secu “if porciapateg 
run of his “new mu- apie 
sical comedy,” on och 
terms particularly OPERA 
advantageous to him- am 
self, the valued ser- - 
vices of the talented 
and beautiful young * 
artiste, who, since 
she burst upon an 
admiring public 
but a short six 
monthsago, had 
the desire of every 
managerial heart? 

Despite the fact, 
though, that the en- 
as ert had been 

uly signed, and the 
fair te and him- 
self at that moment 
cracking a bottle in 
celebration of the 
occasion, Mr. Puftleigh Wilkjagon was in a bit of a difficulty. A 
word in your ear, reader. It'was connected with—tights ! 

The truth of it was simply this : the part intended for his new ac- 

uisition required that its exponent should wear pink silk fleshings. 
Mr. Wilkinson was doubtful about the lady's reception of the intelli- 
gence ; he was also uncertain how to approach the subject; but 
what troubled him more than anything was the absolute necessity 
of properly ascertaining the fair one’s physical fitness for this form 
of attire. It was essential to the character that she should be 
shapely and well developed of limb, otherwise—well, he must 
at aside his plans and cast her for anuther and less prominent 
part. 

Our manager was young and modest. He felt the delicacy of the 
situation, but it was one that must be grasped. He nerved himself 
for the ordeal. 

“1 hope, Miss Vasaleur,” he stammered, “that—er—that you 
don't object to tights '” : 

His fair companion coloured but slightly as she lowered her cyes 
mwelooT pose not ; 1" hem yet, but I d 

“Well, no, I su not ; I've never worn them yet, but I don't 
know that | incl . 

“Then you haven't a photograph of yourself in them, of course,” 
said Mr. Wilkinson, weareeially: “The truth is, I—er—that is, you 
know, I ought to know, some! ! 


w, that— 

He stopped, blushing crimson. Positively he could not proceed. 
But the lady came gallantly to his rescue. 

* Don't worry yourself,” she said, with a little laugh, “1 know 
what you want to say. But come intothe Park to-morrow morning, 
when I’m riding in my new rational rig out, and [ think you'll be 
satistied. Or, if that doesn’t content you, bring your glasses down 
to Brighton on Sunday, when I'm taking my dip, and | don’t think 
you'll give the part to anyone else.” 

And for the satisfaction of our readers we may a3 well mention 
that Mr, Wilkinson dido’t. 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
ConpuctepD BY LaDy Dowby. 
aS 

SAnAn.—I am sorry that the recipe which I give you has net 
removed the pimples. Suppose you try a judicious mixture of 
bathbrick and vinegar? Rub them three times a day until they 
are removed, and then write again. So glad you like our paper. 

MATILDA JANE.—The only way of curing squeaky shoes is to fry 
them in oil or dripping. If you pretr the former, you must be 
sure and obtain the best olive oil, which can only be bought at 
Figson & Co., Old Bond Street ; and if the latter, the only reli- 
able material is Guhon’s Aerated Venison Deus: 22, 3}. Ib., 
a most useful and wonderfully cheap commodity. Take care 
that it is boiling before you put the shoes in, and then fry until 
soft. Drain on blotting paper, and garnish with corn plasters. 

A Poor SIstER.—A cheap but delicious custard may be made as 
follows: Take twenty eggs—and be sure that they cost twopence 
each, use, as you are doubtless aware, you cannot buy a fresh 
one under that price—break them carefully, putting the yolks 
into a gold basin and the whites into a porcelain onc—if you 
have not a gold basin handy a silver gilt one will do, but, of 
course, the flavour will not be the same—beat them well with a 
copper-stick or whatever you peel use for that purpose, and 
mix one pint of rich cream, half a pound isinglass, a bottle of 
green Chartreuse, and one ounce attar of roses. This is usually 
served with champagne sauce. ‘ 

A. CU. E.—A charming present from a lady to a gentleman is a 
collar-box, and a most dainty little article may be made out of 
a Camembert cheese-box. Some people enamel the inside, but 
this is a mistake, as the delicate aroma of the cheese is a sure 
preventive of moth, Paint the outside with a mixture of terabine 
aud ambrosia ; when this has dried in, take a silk blouse and cut 
out the pattern, which should be glued on so that the box is 
completely covered. Don’t throw the blouse away, I may think 
of some way of wine it next week, When the glue is dry tie 
the box up firmly with blue or red ribbon, according to your 
complexion, and stitch the bow firmly so that it cannot be untied. 
How sweet of you to say such kind things of my corner. 

MoTHER.—You can always tell what is the matter with a baby by 
the nature of its cries. For instance, a sharp, incisive cry means 
that he is thirsty ; a dull, spiritless moan, that he is tired. If he 
cries spasmodically. you may be sure that he is suffering from 
colic ; if he yells incessantly, I should put it down toa pin; an 
intermittent how] indicates insectivorous annoyance ; but any sort 
of cry after 12 o'clock at night should be attended to by the father. 

GLADYs.—The new matinée hat is made of light, but perfectly 
opaque, material, so that it cannot possibly be scen through ; it 
measures eighteen inches from brim to brim, and twelve-wnd-a- 
half inches in height. The usual trimming consists of threo 
ospreys, seven ostrich tails, five Birds of Paradise, from two to 
three dozen humming birds scattered all about, seventeen yards 
of ribbon in bows stiffened inside with wire, and a few handfuls 
of tlowers pinned in wherever there may be room for them, This 
hat always produces the desired effect. It never fails, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. _ 
ACERTAIN glove firm ought to pay old Neptune for advertising 
it. He always carries a “ Le te *'with him. : 
From Whittier’s “Maud Miiller,” on seving a Morning Leader 
man scribbling by the midnight dip.—The tallow caudle ao 
* Astral’ burned, 
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BIRDS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FEYTHER? "— ALEC, 


No. 13.—THE BraAHMA HEN. 
“IT MIGHT have wrung your neck, it’s true, 
And had you boiled or roast ; 
I riered yor as I'm partial to 
An egy served up on toast.” 
—A. SLOPER, Poct Laurcate, ete, 


—_——1— 


A CALCULATING BEAUTY. 


is 80 many harsh and bitter things had been said during the little 

flare up” of the previous evening chat a reconciliation was simply 
impossible. The object of their present meeting, therefore, was 
simpy to say good-bye for ever. 

They clasped hands politely—he deferentially dofting his brown 
billycock, and she curtseying, coldly and courteously—and spake 
the parting words. He half turned on his heel to go; then he 
paused, and said : 

: Ur—eh—with regard to the—er—little presents | have giv-—” 

“Such as they are,” she returned, composedly, “they will be set 
aside in memory of the few pleasant hours we have spent—simply 
as souvenirs—remembrances of a ten bob trip to Boulogne on the 
steamer, an ai sresco tea at Chingtord, and a particuiarly risky bit of 
boating at Kew. I have made it a rule, ever since TF was old enough 
to kiss, never to return presents. You may have your photo back 
by sending stamps to cover postage, otherwise it will nut be amiss 
in eee album which I labe!, ‘ Dutfers I have given the 
go-by, 

He bowed and went his way, and ten minutes later seut the 
“ stamps to cover postage.” 


BOOK-PLATE-ONIC AFFECTION. 


(Book-plate collection is the very latest craze to haul, up to the time of 
going to press.) 


THESE are the days —_—! 
Of many a fad ; i ane Fi 
Of many a craze, C74 ‘) ' i 
Which seuss: folks (lee | 
maine . ag ee aa — 
Or “oft” in that direc- DD fin ool) cotivedig 
tion. Beak f My 5 
The latest fad en 


Ky Fashion shown 
Is that, egad ! 
We all must own 
A fine book-plate collee- 
tion! 


No doubt this craze 
Will operate 
In many ways 
While going great. 
Affecting many a sec- 
tion, 
For some may eke 
Go on the scoot ; 
And volumes sneak 
By way of loot 
For their “ Book-plate Collection.” 


———_e>——_— 


VERY UNPARLIAMENTARY, 


“D'you know what your father ‘Il do when he sees you've 
broken his favourite rose tree?” “Yes, mummie; but 1 don't 
like to mention it before a lady?” 


193 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. (Saturday, dune 13, 1806, 
THE “F.0.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY RATHER NEAT OF HIM. eye ee 


ahs Bo: secre rent acta GouRIET, Age ai : 
*leasingly familiar to country and provincia Svella, You know Mabel's broken oft her engagement with old Mr. Munnibagge 
ToL ee ae tar'this week been added to She's going tomarry the French Vicomtr, i istobe Augusteand Mas,ch? “Have I made myself plain, Millie?” “ You haven't 
our gallery of immortals ; for, as a prominent Roderick, Really! Instead of May and December, it isto be Aug Jy : 


member ot me Hatty Baitathy pore were 
company, he has warbled himself into fame, At the ; 

age of nine he was toxsing up with a borrowed penny EASILY DROPPED. 
to decide whether he should take Drury Lane or 
run for the lrench Presidency, when J. L. Toole 
collared him and took him away on tour, The next 
to come along was Harry Battersby, F.0.8., with 
whose company he concluded cleven years’ engage- 
ment this tour. Chiefly because his notes are all 
good ones he was created FOS, and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him January Oth, 
1895."—Debrett Improced. 


ON THE WARPATH. 


—always is. : 
Hal/, Now 1 come to think of it, you wouldn't 
have it on both sides, would you? 
Better Half. Beast! 


~\ 
“Ee 1 


Capita: A. What's become of Lottie to-night ? “ 
Small A. Oh! she’s sacked for being late, and as she was only “ H,” the manager (2) The ground getting over Tompkins. 
eays the public can do without her, 


IN THE NEAR FUTURE. A GOOD SHOW THERE. 


WONDERS WILL NEVER CEASE. 
Fic. I.—Curious chess man discovered in the 
neighbourhood of Shoe Lanc. Fia. 11.—Section of 
same, 


GIRLS BOBS HAD TELA WITH. 
This girl has only been married a few months, so 
it was a silly thing to ask Bob to tea, As she 


“Does Miss Rouze ever exhibit her pictures at 


expected her husband home early, his lordship had Grandpa, And co you're playing at zee-gees, eh? the Academy!” “No, but she always exhibits lots 
to slope before he'd hardly had anything. Freddy. Gee-gees? Dunno it! We's playing motor cars! of paint in the ballroom.” 
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